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Our Own Summer 


by travisphelps 


Summary 


It's been years since Sal and Travis graduated from high school, and they never once 
crossed paths again. That was until they both went to the same party years later. 


For Zen. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


It was about 7:18 pm when he arrived at the party. 


To say the truth, Travis was not at all planning to actually come. He wanted to stay home that night 
and watch horror movies with his cat as he cuddled up with her on their couch. He was going to, 
but his gut feeling was telling him to not miss out on this party, and he had no idea why. 


With a sigh, Travis adjusted his rear view mirror to face him before he stepped out of his car, 
making sure his cross necklace and other chains were placed properly over his neck and against his 
chest. Once he was satisfied with how he looked, he locked eyes with himself through the mirror 
and gave himself a forced smile before he stood up and closed the car door behind him. 


He was a bit nervous, he knew he was. He felt it tighten his chest, so he grabbed at his jacket and 
adjusted it tightly. He sighed again as he felt the material tighten a bit around his biceps, walking 
closer towards his friend's house. Already, he saw people passed out on the yard, some even 
dancing around. Men hit on women, and women on men. He decided to ignore it all, not sparing a 
second glance to those who tried to catch his eye. 


After shoving past drunks and stoners, he finally made it inside, pausing for a quick second as he 
looked around for his friend. Out of the corner of his eye he caught a flash of blue and he turned 
his head towards that direction quickly. By the time his entire attention was facing that way, no 
sign of a blue color was there, and he blinked, gulping as he felt a lump grow in his throat. Silently, 
he prayed that it wasn't who he thought it was, but stopped. That was silly, he hasn't seen that man 
in years. 


Travis turned his head and was about to walk away when he heard his friend, Jesse, calling from 
behind him. 


"Travis! You came! I didn't think you were gonna come. Look, listen, I need to introduce you to 
someone." 


At the sound of his friend's voice, Travis immediately smiled. As he turned to greet his friend, he 
began to talk. 


"T wouldn't miss this for the-" 


He stopped. His eyes widened ever so slightly, but he quickly composed himself, not wanting to 
give off the impression that he was nervous, so he smiled. 


"Fisher." 


TKK 


It was about 6:50 pm when the bluenette arrived at the party. 


He looked out his window and stared over at the house they were parked in front of. Even if he 
was Sitting in the car, he still felt the ground shaking under him. 


"Y'know, maybe we should just go home," Sal spoke up from under his prosthetic, turning to look 
over at his two best friends. Ash and Larry groaned playfully and turned to look at him as well, 
Ash pouting at him once they made eye contact. 


"You serious? The drive over here was fifty minutes.. tops. Besides, we haven't gone to a proper 
house party in ages." Ashley said, glancing over at Larry as he nodded his head, agreeing with his 
girlfriend. Sal kept quiet for a moment and nodded his head soon after. She was right. Almost 
every house party they've gone to for the past three months were not the best. They were either too 
nerdy, which was bad for a party, or there just wasn't enough people there. And as he looked over 
at the house, he agreed more and more with what she said. 


About a dozen people were completely wasted outside, some of them taking off their shirts because 
of how hot they've gotten because of the booze. Others were huddled together as they shared a 
joint between each other, and Sal silently giggled at their different reactions to it. Others were 
vomiting their hearts out by nearby bushes. If Sal was too uncomfortable to go into the party, the 
couple knew they'd have no other choice but to go home. Last time he forced himself to stay, he 
had a terrible panic attack. 


With a sigh, the blue haired man turned to look at his friends, watching them as they held their 
breath for an answer. 


"Well... the music is nice, I guess," he said, smiling. Larry whooped and fist bumped Ash after he 
saw Sal smile from under his mask, honestly so glad that Sal wasn't uncomfortable and they were 
able to stay. The trio got out of the car, locking the car before they walked side by side towards the 
house. 


"So where's Todd?" Ash asked, turning to look at Sal. He shrugged, humming under his breath. 


"Dunno. He said he would meet us here because he was comin with Neil." Sal looked around as he 
was speaking, the three easily making it inside the house without having to push past people. 
Immediately, the three went over towards the kitchen, knowing well that all the alcohol would be 
there. The couple went for strong drinks, while Sal settled on a beer. He hung out next to his 
friends, looking away from them once they began to kiss, they were light drinkers and couldn't take 
the booze very well. It went on for minutes, and Sal was getting bored of staring into the living 
room. Just as he was about to walk away, a familiar face walking inside the house caught his 
attention. Immediately, his mouth felt dry and a lump formed in his throat. 


"No fucking way." He whispered to himself. He watched as the familiar man walked in with 
confidence, eyeing him up and down. Yes, he was nervous, but he couldn't deny that something 
about his demeanor was turning him on. He eyed the blondes choice of clothing, and it suited him 
very well. It was simple, yeah, but it looked well. He wore a black leather jacket and a v neck 
white shirt under it, and Sal would be lying if he said he wasn't staring at his collarbone. He wore 
black jeans and chains decorated his neck. Again, simple, but it looked great. He was so busy 
staring at him, that he didn't notice Larry eyeing the man too. 


"No fucking way! Is that fucking Tr-" he was cut off as Sal pressed his hand over his best friend's 
mouth, shushing him. 


"Moron! He might hear you!" he frowned, glancing over at the blonde man. He grabbed at both 
Larry's and Ashley's arms and tugged them away, knowing very well that they would've gone up to 
him. He ducked and dragged them towards the kitchen exit, just in time too, because by the time he 


made it outside, he could see from the window that he was eyeing the kitchen now. 
"Let's just- let's just go home, ok? He didn't see us so-" 


"Larry!" The three jumped and looked over at who was calling Larry, all letting out a sigh of relief 
as they noticed that it was their friend Jesse. The three greeted him and shared a handshake, 
hugging too. 


"It's so nice to see you again. We missed you." Sal began, smiling up at the taller man. At this, 
Jesse smiled and brought him into a bigger bear hug, which Sal didn't deny, he loved hugs. 


"Y'know, I want to introduce you to someone. You'd like him." Sal raised an eyebrow at what he 
said, but he was curious. He was interested in dating someone, so instead of denying Jesse's 
request, he decided to give it a go, completely forgetting about the blonde man inside. 


"Okay, fuck it. Introduce me to them." He said with a shrug, Jesse's eyes widening, but he didn't 
waste a single second in grabbing Sal's arm, dragging him inside again. Sal waved at his friends 
and turned around to face Jesse, letting the couple do their own thing. 


"So how does this someone look like?" The blue haired man asked his obviously drunk friend as 
they weaved between the crowd. 


"You'll see. He's handsome. Has everyone all over him. Could get anyone he wants, actually." 
"Sounds like a dick." he snorted, rolling his eyes. 


"Yeah? I said could, he chooses not to. Well, somet- Oh! There he is! Travis! You came! I didn't 
think you were gonna come. Look, listen, I need to introduce you to someone." Jesse spoke up, 
waving his hand as if the blonde who had his back towards him could see him. Sal's eyes widened, 
and he gasped loudly. 


Oh no. Oh no no no. Bad idea. This was a very, very bad idea. 


His eyes got comically larger as the blonde turned around to face them, the lump in his throat 
painfully large. 


"I wouldn't miss this for the-" He noticed him stop talking once he locked eyes with Sal, and the 
shorter of the two felt his cheeks grow red. Jesse was right. He was handsome. Way handsome up 
close like this. And Sal didn't know if he was red because he was nervous to see his former bully, 
or because of that stupid smile he had on his face. 


"Fisher." He said, and Sal nearly melted. His voice definitely changed too. He sounded.. hot. 


"Phelps." He responded back, licking his dry lips under his prosthetic. 


"Fuck," they both said in their heads, not once losing eye contact. 
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Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The eye contact felt like it was going on for hours. Yet, they were thankfully interrupted when 
Jesse cleared his throat. 


"So... I take it that you two know each other, right?" The brunette asked as he looked between the 
two, the obvious tension in the air beginning to feel a little too uncomfortable for his own liking. 
At his words, Sal broke whatever staring contest they were having and looked down, now instead 
staring at his shoes. 


"Yeah, we... were former classmates." Travis spoke, now eyeing Sal's outfit, licking his lips as 
looked him up and down. The blue haired man was wearing a red and black striped long sleeve 
shirt, the sleeves a little too big for his as he could barely see his finger tips peeking out. The 
material was almost through, and Travis swore he saw his chest and abs. The shirt was also ripped 
up in certain places, but not enough to reveal what was under. 


His eyes wandered lower, and he was now studying his pants. They were baggy, and wide, and 
they were also ripped up. Fisher's knees and upper thighs would've been on full display under 
ripped threads of clothing if it weren't for the skull fishnets under his jeans, and little white painted 
skulls decorated random spots around his jeans. Even though his jeans fit just right around his 
waist, Sal still wore a belt, but it was loose. Almost as if he wore it for decoration. Finally, he had 
on black platform shoes, and Travis wanted to laugh. He didn't get taller. He was the same height 
as he was when they graduated high school. 


To top it all off, Sal no longer wore his signature pigtails. Instead, he was rocking a shaggy wolf 
cut, and it looked amazing. 


Fuck, he looks good. The blonde of the three thought to himself as he finally looked up, blushing 
and turning his head to look elsewhere when he realized that Sal was now looking again, almost 
feeling guilty that he was caught staring. 


"T'll... leave you two to catch up." Jesse finally said, a grin on his face as he continued to look 
between the two. It was obvious that the two wanted to say something, but they were holding back. 
Travis turned to look at him, and at the same time he and Sal nodded their heads at him in 
acknowledgement that they heard him, but they didn't say anything in return. With that, he left. 


ok ok 


The silence they shared was loud. Way louder than the music that was playing in this party, and Sal 
wanted nothing more than to go home. To say the truth, he was nervous, but also curious all at 


once. Nervous because he hadn't seen his former high school bully in years, and he wasn't sure if he 
was gonna get the beating of a lifetime. Curious because since he hasn't seen him in years, he 
wanted to know just how much Travis has changed since their last encounter. 


Wait. 


Wasn't Travis checking me out not that long ago? 


That sudden thought came to his head, and his eyes widened. He was hoping the taller of the two 
didn't notice, but he forgot just how expressive he was with his eyes. 
"What are you thinking about, Fisher?" He chuckled, and Sal felt his face heat up. 


Nope. No no, now was not the time to blush over the way his former bully spoke to him. Instead, 
he scrunched up his nose and looked at him in the eyes, trying to look as annoyed as possible. 


"That's none of your business, Phelps. Why are you talking to me anyways?" He spat out, which 
only made Travis cock his head to the side, his smile slowly turning into a smirk, and that made 
Sal angry for some reason. 


"Am I... not allowed to speak to you?" 


"Well..." He hesitated, growing angrier by the passing seconds. He was unsure if Travis was trying 
to provoke him, but he wasn't taking their conversation lightly. 


"Well?" 


i (eal 


"You...? C'mon Sally Face, use your words." The old nickname made Sal suddenly furious, and he 
looked him in the eyes again. His face was now red with anger, and it was also visible in his eyes. 


"Fuck off." He said before scoffing, harshly elbowing Travis to the side as he pushed past him, 
going towards the kitchen again. He almost felt guilty about what he did, as he heard Travis hiss in 
pain behind him as he walked off. Almost. But he didn't. He arrived at the kitchen and made 
himself a drink. The bluenette knew that he couldn't get drunk easily, so even if drank this 
alcoholic beverage, he was still going to remain sober. He unbuckled the bottom straps of his 
mask, making sure that only his lips were revealed and nothing else. Everyone was drunk out of 
their minds, so by now, no one was paying attention to him anymore, but he still didn't wanna risk 
it. He chugged the drink all in one go, and by the time he slammed the cup down on the counter, 
Travis was by his side, nearly making him jump. 


"Didn't know you drank." 


"Didn't know you were still an asshole. Can you leave me alone?" he muttered, buckling his mask 
in place again, turning to face Travis now. 


"Is that really what you what? Because if that's so, I'll do it." The blonde almost teased him. He 
was well aware that Sal knew no one else at this party, and being alone at parties was the most 
loser shit to ever exist. Not to mention that he was also alone, and if Sal told him to fuck off, he'd 
have no other choice but to go home. Sal knew that he knew, so he hid a smile under his mask and 


rolled his eyes. 


"No... I guess you could bother me some more." 
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Chapter 3 


Chapter Summary 


Is this what you wanted Zen? 


Travis grinned at what he said, not saying anything else as he reached over to grab the bottle of 
vodka in front of Sal. He grabbed at Sal's now empty cup and poured his drink in there, drinking it 
all in one go without making a face, which he noticed Sal was surprised about. 


"Church boy drinks? Who woulda thought." The smaller man besides him giggled, which only 
made Travis smile and rolled his eyes. 


"Of course I drink, why do you think I came to this party? To bully others?" He asked, snorting, 
but he stopped and raised an eyebrow as Sal only gave him a weird look. 


"What?" 


"Well..." The bluenette only said, looking away before looking at him again as he shrugged, 
laughing again. Travis rolled his eyes again, laughing with him too. 


"Oh, c'mon. Those days are behind me. I'm not a church boy or a bully anymore." The blonde 
turned to serve himself another drink, he knew it didn't take him till his third or fourth drink to start 
getting tipsy. 


"Really? So tell me about this new, improved Travis Phelps." He teased at, turning his entire body 
to face Travis, biting his bottom lip under his mask as he tilted his head to the side, almost cutely. 
Travis began to feel cocky, knowing that Sal was teasing at him. He looked him up and down 
before breaking out into another cocky smirk. "This new and improved Travis says that you look 
pretty good tonight. 


Sal turned away and hid his face, and even though he couldn't see him from under his mask, Travis 
knew that he was blushing, and that only made him feel even more confident than he already was. 
He sipped at his drink, listening a bit to the music that was currently playing as he kept his eyes on 
the other man, patiently waiting for a response. To say the truth, his heart was beating like crazy. 


"You're flirting with me, Phelps." He said shyly, suddenly all his cockiness gone. Usually when 
flirting with someone at a party, Sal was never nervous. It was different this time, yet he didn't 
know why. Travis shrugged nonchalantly, finishing his second drink. 


"Maybe I am, Fisher." 


At that, the two stared at each other, not knowing that they were inching their faces closer to one 
another till they were mere inches apart. 


"Maybe I like that." Sal whispered, loud enough to be heard over the loud music, but quiet enough 
so only Travis could hear. At that, Travis' grinned, fingers slowly reaching out to wrap around belt 
loops, pulling him just a bit closer. 


ok K 


His breath hitched, and his heart was beating like crazy. This was most definitely not the Travis 
that he used to know, but he really wasn't complaining. 


Sal licked his lips under his prosthetic, ripping his gaze away from Travis’ to look down at his lips 
instead. He'd be lying if he said that he didn't want to kiss his former bully right this moment. 


He wanted to, he really fucking did. But it's not like he could, they were in the middle of a party. 
Fuck. He said in his head out of frustration, because he couldn't do the one thing he wanted to do. 


It was almost as if Travis read his mind because he suddenly grabbed his hand and led him up the 
stairs. 


"Where you takin me?" He asked, yet he knew what his answer was gonna be. 


"Somewhere private." Travis calmly told him, but Sal knew that he was just as nervous as him, 
judging by how sweaty his hands were slowly getting. 


"Private? For what." Now he was playing dumb, and for some reason he wanted to get a reaction 
out of the blonde man, but he only turned around and nearly pulled him closer, wrapping an arm 
around his waist as he pressed his mouth mere inches away from his ear. 


"You know why, Fisher. C'mon, don't play dumb with me." He whispered, which only sent chills 
down the bluenette's spine. 


Suddenly the lights felt brighter and everything was dizzy around him, and his heart beat 
impossibly faster. The music was no longer too loud and suddenly everyone disappeared around 
him, it was just them too at that party. Before he could even say anything again, he was dragged up 
the stairs again, and he bit back his bottom lip to not let a squeal out by accident. 


This was possibly becoming Sal's favorite night ever, and he didn't want it to end. 


ok ok 


"Should we go see what they're up to?" Ash asked Larry as he held her hand, watching them from a 
distance as they went up the stairs, tilting her head to the side before turning to look at her 
boyfriend. 


"Nah, leave them. Let's go home." 


"And Sal?" Larry turned to look at her, pecking her on the lips before dragging her out and towards 
his car, smiling. 


"Leave him. He's in good hands." He finally said. He knew that there was an obvious good 
difference in Travis, so he wasn't worrying about his best friend. Ash hummed in agreement, 
getting into the car before they drove off. 


Chapter 4 


Travis’ heart beat like crazy, mouth dry and he licked his lips. He didn't know where this sudden 
boost of confidence came from, but from the looks of it, he knew Sal was enjoying it. He weaved 
between the crowd of bodies, up the stairs and down the bedrooms. He knew they were all full, 
they always were. Didn't matter if people were fucking or not, the bedrooms always seemed to be 
the first ones to be locked and occupied. 


He finally made it to the bathroom and knocked, opening the door and flipped the light switch 
when he didn't hear a single noise coming from in there. The blonde let out a sigh of relief when he 
noticed that it didn't reek, and he looked over at the few candles that made it smell like vanilla and 
roses in there. He made a mental note to thank Jesse for that later. Finally, he dragged Sal inside, 
shutting and locking the door behind him. 


"Do you want to turn off the lights?" He asked, his voice suddenly suddenly gentle. He noticed 
how Sal seemed to hesitate, but he nodded. 


"That-that would be nice, yeah." He whispered, turning around to switch off the lights. The candles 
really didn't seem to give off much light, and the dancing shadows around them seemed to be a 
comforting touch for Sal. 


"So where were we, Phelps?" The bluenette asked, giggling as Travis bit back a smile. He led him 
towards the bathroom sink, grabbing his waste as he made him sit on it. Even if they really couldn't 
see much, he knew that Sal was unbuckling his mask by the sound of it, completely unaware that to 
Sal, it meant the world that he took in notice the privacy of his face. 


Travis inched closer and shoved himself to stand between Sal's legs, noticing how he let out a 
small gasp at his boldness, his mask falling to his side. 


"[ really, really like this new you." the shorter male whispered almost seductively, grabbing at his 
shirt to tug him closer. The blonde male grunted when he was jerked forward, breathing faster as 
his arm wrapped itself Sal's waist to also bring him closer. By now, their chest were nearly crushed 
against each other, and he could nearly make out his face as his eyes adjusted to the dark. Really 
though, he didn't care. "I'm glad you do, Fisher." He whispered back. 


As soon as he finished saying those words, Sal crushed their lips together, a muffled groan coming 
from the both of them. Their chests rubbed against each other as they both breathed heavily, 
tongues and mouth fighting for some sort of dominance that they knew belonged to Travis. 
Already, they were running out of breath, but it's not like they cared. If anything, it was almost like 
a turn on for them. 


Travis shivered when he felt Sal's long, almost bony fingers run up under his shirt, blushing like 
mad as the other sucked on his tongue, the two finally ripping apart to catch their breathes. 


Fuck they said in unison. 


ok ok 


Sal barely even caught his breathe before he was pulled in again, but he instead felt Travis crash 


his lips against his neck. When he realized what was going on, when he felt Travis suck and bite at 
his neck, he couldn't cover his mouth in time to stop the loud lewd whine that came out of this. He 
blushed in embarrassment, but he still closed his eyes and continued to gasp for air and whine, 
completely unaware that this was only driving Travis more and more crazy. 


Bye now, he was clawing at his back, bringing him impossibly closer before he reached up to 
instead tangle his fingers into the others hair, tugging his head back so he could be face to face 
with the other male. 


"Travi-" Travis pressed his lips against his again, and with each passing moment, they felt more 
and more desperate. He didn't mind though, he liked how rough he was going with him. It didn't 
seem like what they were doing was going to stop, and it only made him want Travis even more 
knowing he wasn't complaining about how his lips probably felt. 


He shoved the blonde's jacket off of him and began to grip at his biceps, moaning to the fact that 
they were bigger than he thought they were. At his moan, Travis took it as an invitation to kiss 
him, sucking as his bottom lip. Both their lips were swollen and red by now, each their mouths 
tasting like the other's liquor as harsh and desperate pants leaving their lips. 


Travis scooched closer and grabbed Sal's legs, wrapping them around his waist, hands going under 
his shirt which only made the shorter male shiver. 


"I want you.” The blonde nearly growled out, voice much more deeper, a rasp to it that only made 
Sal shiver. 


"So why don't you do something about it?" He asked, bringing him in again. A sudden boost of 
confidence filled his body as he reached down, undoing Trav's zipper as he left small faint kisses 
on the corner of his lips. Before they could do anything, they heard a knock from the bathroom 
door, a frustrated groan leaving them and an even louder whine came from Sal as Travis pulled 
away. 


"What do you want?" The blonde asked angrily as he pulled the door over, watching a man hold up 
what he thought was his best friend. He didn't say a word and only shoved Travis to the side, 
hurrying towards the toilet. Thankfully he didn't turn on the lights, but by then Sal already had his 
mask back on. He looked over at Travis who was now standing next to him, arms crossed over his 
chest. 


"Well... that's one way to ruin the mood." He whispered to the bluenette, which only made him 
giggle. It was silent, only the occasional gag and barf sound filling the air. 


"You're better than my ex." Sal said without thinking, eyes widening once he realized what he said. 
He turned to look at him, gulping once he realized how angry he looked. Talking about exes with 
someone he just made out was probably not the best idea. Both he and Travis knew that. 


"That's another way to ruin it, Sally Face." He angrily spat out. The bluenette knew he had no right 
to be mad, but the old nickname made him nearly hop off the sink and punch Travis right in his 
jaw. 


"Fuck you, asshole." He spat right back out in return, crossing his arms over his chest as he turned 
away. He was angry, but he knew he fucked up and yet, he didn't wanna talk to him. So they both 
stood in silence, even way after the other two men left. After a while, Sal began to feel bad about 
what he said to Travis. He was debating about what he should probably say, but nothing came to 
mind. 


Whenever I’m alone with you 
You make me feel like Iam home again 
Whenever I’m alone with you 


You make me feel like I am whole again 


Sal sat up as he heard the song playing, tilting his head to the side in confusion. He stole a glance 
and looked at Travis, who looked equally as confused. 


Whenever I’m alone with you 
You make me feel like I am young again 
Whenever I’m alone with you 


You make me feel like I am fun again 


"This is a party. It's so weird how they're playing sad music, huh?" He joked after he cleared his 
throat, turning his head to face Travis. He only scowled and turned his head away, huffing angrily. 
At that, Sal almost pouted, a lump forming in his throat. 


However far away 

I will always love you 
However long I stay 
I will always love you 
Whatever words I say 
I will always love you 


I will always love you 


Sal hopped off the counter, adjusting his clothes a little bit as he got ready to leave. He accepted 
the fact that he fucked up, and that Travis probably never wanted to talk to him again. "Maybe it's 
cause Jesse is really drunk by now. You know how emotional he is when he's drunk." Travis 
suddenly spoke up, turning to look at him with an almost guilty smile on his face. 


Whenever I’m alone with you 


You make me feel like I am free again 
Whenever I’m alone with you 


You make me feel like I am clean again 


"You know... I might or might not have had a crush on you all throughout high school." Travis 
admitted, clearing his throat a bit. Sal gasped and came closer to him, smiling under his mask. 


"Gosh I totally didn't know that. And I totally didn't know about the letter." He said with a giggle, 
and now it was Travis’ turn to gasp. 


"You knew about that?!" Sal only shrugged, grabbing the blonde's sweater off the ground. 
"Might've had a crush on you too, Phelps." 


However far away 

I will always love you 
However long I stay 
I will always love you 
Whatever words I say 
I will always love you 


I will always love you 


"Wanna get outta here?" Travis asked in a whisper, to which Sal nodded his head in excitement, 
grabbing his hand as they both ran out and drove off in Travis' car, giggling like teenagers in love. 


It was about 11:47 pm when they both left that party, together. 
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